Do Dare, Dash and Die

THE  MANCHINEEL TREE
The breezy winds on floating waves,
Unending bellows hurl over,
The curls on sandy shore shape,
Appear and disappear in course.
Between water and air beyond,
The sinking sun with crimson colour
Sliding down like glowing globe,
While particles shine in twilight.
A tossing yatch unseen and seen,
An eagle's note unheard and heard,
A crowling crab bathes in and out,
A whale loiters in the effigy-
A smiling baby with her parents,
Pensioners with their obedient aids,
Teenagers team for friendly gossip,
Resort with conscious and full content.
The distant high mountain range green,
The tree and creaper alike at length,
Hidden cruel and tender equal,
Nature differentiate none.